had to hide their own slivers in order to keep them away
from her greedy hands! If she found any slivers any-
where, she just sat down and spun them away! And,
Vallabhbhai was a true son of his mother....

Bapu asked me: "Kaka, have you any slivers?"
"As many as you want/' I returned promptly, "but,
I have no knowledge of carding. If I give these away,
what shall I do myself?" Said Bapu: "Do not worry.
I will teach you carding. Or5 I will make slivers for
you.59 "I should prefer to learn carding," said I, al-
though I had my fears. I handed over all my slivers
to be sent to Vallabhbhai.

Then Bapu turned the adjoining room into a
carding school, with all the necessary paraphernalia,
and taught me carding in a few days.

But then the rainy season came upon us. The
string of my carding-bow grew slack with the mois-
ture in the air. What was to be done? We ponder-
ed, and thought we should try putting the cotton and
the carding-bow in the sun whenever it was fine. But
that did not work, because it rained very hard, and
the sun never shone at all! So we pondered some more,
and remembered that there was an oven in our court-
yard which was used by the Anglo-Indian convicts for
baking bread, I began to leave my cotton and carding-bow
string there in the evenings. They responded to this
treatment and became satisfyingly taut, but how were
the ruffled fibres of the string to be smoothed? We hit
upon the method of rubbing them down with the
leaves of the bitter neem.
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